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been shut up In a shed for the night, in order to prevent an
accidental attack upon any of the guests who had been
invited to the christening party in honour of the Marshalls'
youngest child, which was going on when the marauders
arrived. The gang knew nothing of this until, while
anxiously awaiting a signal from their confederates, a peal of
merriment rang out from a Building at the rear of the
cottage, together with the music of fiddle and tambourine^
the common instruments at a colonial 4sheevo' or merry-
making. On hearing this, the bushrangers passed along the
side of the house into the stockyard, and came to a large
barn through the chinks of which light was streaming. A
dance was evidently in progress, and the four men waited
outside until joined by the other four.
When they had come up, Foxley ordered a search of the
other barns and outhouses, and no one being found in them,
he went to the barn door and knocked loudly. After a
short pause the door was thrown open, and the merry
gathering saw, instead of a late guest, a grim array of armed
and masked figures massed in the doorway. Scream-
ing children clutched at the skirts of pale and terrified
women, and the men huddled together, unarmed and
helpless,
Foxley, with a coarse laugh, advanced into the centre of
the floor, glaring fearfully at the assembly through the slits
of his mask. "What!' he roared, *are you all scared of a few
young fellows coming to your spree uninvited? Won't any-
one welcome us? Where's our host? Hal there you are,
Mr. Bob Marshall. Come out here!'
Foxley's pistol was cocked and pointed at Marshall's
head, and the settler had no alternative but reluctantly to
obey the summons.
'You're not going to shoot an unarmed man, are you?' he
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